CHAPTER VI

STILL MOEE LIFE

THE Sliema Club. What strange visions this name
can conjure up for many, where, tinder its huge
flat roof, men and women of all kinds and degrees
have met, danced, and then gone their ways to all
parts of the earth, It is safe to say that every
member of the three Services who has ever been in
Malta, and their name must be legion, knows this
club, and has perhaps glided over its floor, clasping
something feminine in his arms ; at least he has
leaned against its bar or sat upon the wide, cool
verandah.
It is an offshoot of the Union Club in Valletta,
and is a restaurant-cum-dance-hall-cum-club. Situ-
ated facing the sea, not far from the foreshore, it
consists of a huge expanse of very slippery stone
floor under a flat roof, from which hang lights
which are not beautiful* Pillars divide the room
into two, one side of which looks out upon a wide
verandah; this, in turn, overlooks the garden and
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